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told you that my old cook was to quit me
to retire on her lands. She has been with
me for thirty-five years. This annoys me
very much, for nothing is so disagreeable as
new faces. Good-by, dear friend.

CCLI.

PARIS, July 17, 1862.

I SHALL not tell you all my regrets. I
wish you had shared them. If you had had
half of them you would have found a way to
make others wait for me. I have had very
annoying days since your departure. My
poor old Caroline died at my house, after
much suffering. After her death, her nieces
came to quarrel about her succession. One
took her cat, which I wanted to keep. She
leaves, it seems, an income of twelve or fif-
teen hundred francs. It has been demon-
strated to me that she could not have amassed
so much money with the wages that I gave
her. But if she robbed me I would sub-
scribe willingly to being robbed in that way
always. I hope to be in Paris when you
arrive there. Madame de Montijo arrived its dinners, which seem to have been
